" Expecting you ? Really ? Then we mustn't let the little fellow be scolded for being late, But isn't the little fellow allowed out after his dinner ? Or is he sent to bed as soon as he's finished his dessert ?"
Wazemmes blushed again, but this time from humiliation.
" Bah! I stay out till midnight if I want to; and I don't ask anybody's leave."
His shyness deserted him, Nothing exasperated him more than to be treated like a schoolboy. It would not have taken much for him to tell this over-painted lady what he thought of her.
" In that case, will you come and have a cup of tea with me this evening ? My windows look out on the garden. It's rather nice. Number 4, rue Ronsard. The fifth floor, on the left. You needn't ask the concierge. Nine o'clock, shall we say ? Don't be late."
She stretched out her hand to him.
" That's a promise, isn't it ? Aren't you going to answer me ? Slow, aren't you ?"
* Number 4?"
" Yes, fifth floor, on the left. I'll be looking out for you."
" All right. I'll be there about nine o'clock, or ten past."
She shook his hand with affectionate energy. The curve of her lips counterfeited the budding of a kiss.
" See you later."